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THE CONNOISSEUR. 



accompanies this action is admirably 
imitated. 

Many interesting principles show- 
ing considerable cultivation and much 
patient, ingenious contrivance are em- 



bodied in these remains of the early 
American potters, and it is rather sin- 
gular that the potters of to-day do 
not avail themselves of the same or 
similar ideas. 



A GIRL'S LETTER. 

We're in just the quietest place, dear, 
All mountains alid valleys and rills, 

While a quaint little village below here 
Nestles down close under the hills. 

Each day I am off for a long ride, 
And at night am in bed before ten ; 

I'm so glad to escape from the sea-side, 
With its flirting and such stupid men. 

'Tis just the ideal existence 

I've planned and longed for each year 
Perhaps in some letter I've told you 

Tom Dayton and sister are here. 

Dear Jennie, there"s so much I can't write ; — 
Tom's coming to town in the fall ; 

We've made up the quarrel of last year ; — 
I must see you to tell you it all. 

For of all my beautiful summers, 

This one shall stand ever apart, 
And the birds that sing from the tree-tops 

But echo the songs in my heart ! 

Laura K. Goshorn. 




